


oans yearning for a break, sometimes use the 
word ‘mudança’, a Portuguese term which 

literally means ‘a change’ -  a change from what we 
call a world feeling to a soul feeling.

As I leave the chaotic city behind and head towards 
my hometown for a holiday, a wave of excitement 
and nostalgia washes over me. The thought of 
returning to where I grew up fills me with 
anticipation and brings back a flood of golden 
memories.   The words of the popular English song ‘The 
green green grass of home’ flicker through my mind.

The old hometown looks the same.
As I step down from the train 

The contrast between the hustle and bustle of city life and the peacefulness of the 
countryside already lightens my heart and relaxes my mind. As I step off the train and 
breathe in the familiar scent of the countryside, I can't help but feel grateful for the 
opportunity to escape the chaos of the city and immerse myself in the tranquillity of my 
beautiful village. 

And there to meet me is my Mama and Papa.

I can almost picture my Mama and Papa waiting for me for hours in the ‘balcão’ as I 
approach my home, their presence still vivid in my mind despite the fact that they are no 
more. 

Down the road I look and there runs Mary 
Hair of  Gold and lips like Cherries 
Yes they’ll all come to meet you.
Arms reaching, smiling sweetly

The anticipation of reuniting with old friends, my sister and her family, the neighbours, all 
smiling and welcoming me home, fills me with a sense of joy and belonging.  Most of them 
are now in their twilight years, but the memories and mischief linger in the air, reminding 
me of simpler times and the strong sense of community that awaits me. It's heartwarming 
to see their love for me, their village son, now a priest, affectionately known as their own 
‘Vincy’…...

Yes its good to touch the Green Green Grass of  Home.

Happy Holidays to you all.                                                                                














